			Five Go Mad Looking For Something To Do.





					1.


	The sky was clear, the moon waxing - close to full. Two women lay on the grass by the lake, staring up in to the sky. One wore long, white robes, slightly grass stained, the other was clad in battle worn leather, although armour had been omitted in honour of the occasion.


	“I really should be thinking of going back soon,” apologised the white robe, “I’ll be all cross and tired tomorrow if I don’t get my sleep.”


	“Must you go so soon?” asked Jude, though somewhat resignedly. In truth her mind was partly elsewhere, worrying about the letter she had received out of the blue that afternoon.


	“‘Fraid so.”


	Climbing to her feet Jude offered her hand to help the white robe to stand too. The white robe then quickly straightened and brushed her robe down before flashing a quick smile and tottering off toward the bus stop. Jude followed swiftly, slipping an arm around the white robe to guide her steadily. Neither spoke as they walked across the near silent campus. Nearing the bus stop both saw the waiting bus, knew it was the needed one, yet were hesitant to quicken their pace - and their separation. The driver was patient however and the pair stood at the bus steps, each searching for some parting words. Neither heard the thundering approach of a woman running at speed until the woman was almost upon them.


	“Are ... are you Judith?” panted the woman.


	Jude glanced between her and the white robe, “ ... yes.”


	“A woman ... she stormed in to the ... Union, demanding to ... speak with you. She’s ... tearing stuff up. You ... better come quick.”


	With a grim smile to the white robe, “Well, nice evening, I had fun, must dash now, I’ll call you,” Jude dashed after the woman.


	It took less than a minute to get inside the union. A small crowd of people had gathered at a safe distance from the enraged visitor. Checking her sword was clear in the scabbard Jude closed in on her, “You asked to see me?”


	The woman whirled around, “You!” she exclaimed. The woman was slightly taller than Jude with long dark hair. She was wearing a long flower print dress and looking distinctly uncomfortable in it. Jude had the strangest feeling she had seen this woman somewhere before... “It was you!” The woman advanced on Jude accusing finger ahead of her, “Give it back to me!”


	Jude stood puzzled, “Give what back to you?”


	The woman put her face close to Jude’s, “Give me back my personality before I have to take it back...” So that was where she had seen this woman before.


	“Come on then, try and take it back! What you gonna do..?”


	From inside her dress Xena produced a pair of scissors, “If you don’t hand it over I’m going to give you the mother of all fringes...”





	Elsewhere, on the other side of campus, a very cheery Piers was strolling home with a bevy of beautiful, if somewhat green, women. “My goodness, I never would have thought Earth could be so much fun,” one of them was probably muttering. In fact he was so cheery he completely failed to notice the sinister black clad men who had materialised in the road in front of him. As they approached these strange men one of the women happened to glance up and see them. She promptly screamed and fled. Not having enough willpower to go against the trend all of the others followed her lead. Piers did not look impressed. 


	“You will come with us,” stated one of the men.


	“I don’t think so,” retorted Piers.


	At this one of the strangers raised a weapon and fired. Piers threw himself to the side and ducked behind a conveniently placed stack of old boxes. Whipping his phaser out he fired back and killed one of the men. “I’m warning you, you’d better surrender,” he yelled.


	“I think we are quite safe,” replied all the men at once. Piers leapt round the boxes and fired again. Although he hit his man dead on a force shield materialised to block the shot. Piers fired again and the same happened. “Phaser frequency noted and locked out,” muttered another, closer to the back.


	“Who the hell are you guys?”


	“We are The Borg. Resistance is futile. You will be assimilated.”


	Piers paused to take this in. “I have a question,” he said, “You guys are part machine and can interact with computers and stuff, right?”


	“This is correct.”


	“Then if I join you does that mean I get free internet access?





	Still further away, somewhere more distant even than Westwood, another figure stood, this one alone. She stood staring upwards at the moon deep in thought. At last she stopped and looked about her then smiled grimly. She knew what she had to do, had known for months but now it was time to actually do it. “It’s time for me to be my own woman,” she said to herself, “No more just being a sidekick, I want to be the star.” Lorraine began to walk away. “But just who am I going to be?” she wondered.





					2.


	It was the following morning, a particularly bright and sunny morning with birds singing and happy people laughing and joking. Of course, not everyone was pleased with the morning though, Jude sat upon a bench outside the Union looking thoroughly brassed off. Not only has she been forced to give up being Xena she had only narrowly escaped having the leather outfit ripped off her in front of everyone. To top it all off she had just heard that the white robe had been seen making passes at Xena herself last night. Having lost Xena’s desires along with her personality and clothes she no longer cared for the white robe but it was humiliating all the same. She wasn’t really happy with her new personality either, it seemed to have leeched all the optimism from her and now no matter what she said it always sounded sarcastic. Worst of all she was convinced something odd was happening to her body.


	As she sat shivering on the bench, uttering scathing remarks at any one who glanced in her direction, the air behind her began to shimmer. Slowly a form became visible and solid in the space. Piers glanced around to check where he was. “Jude?” he asked.


	Jude’s head jerked around in surprise. “What the hell are you trying to do? Give me a heart attack on top of everything else?” she demanded. She seemed to stop and take in Piers’ new image for the first time, “And what happened to you? You look like you’ve been in an accident with a scrap yard.”


	“I am Borg,” Piers announced proudly.


	“Does that mean you have access to the knowledge of everyone ever assimilated by the Borg?” asked Jude.


	“Well, no. I did have access to the collective for a while but then they threw me out,” he paused, “They were a bit pissed off that I ran up a huge phone bill for them. I didn’t realise it was a premium line.” He gave a shrug and then turned back to Jude, “So what happened to you then?” He indicated the new dress.


	Jude sighed. “Xena showed up and demanded her personality back. Now I’m stuck with this replacement persona. I’m not even sure who I am really! I’ve just got this dodgy hairdo and what could be loosely termed a dress.”


	“It is rather low cut,” Piers agreed, “It almost shows your ...”


	Jude glared.


	“ ... navel piercing, is what I was going to say. Don’t you feel a bit exposed like that?”


	“No I just love being like this!” The sarcasm was back. She took a breath, “I tried to make it less revealing last night but its impossible, it keeps returning to this shape. It must be important to whoever I am.”


	Piers nodded. “I know. I could never wear anything but those damn starfleet uniforms. I tried to buy new clothes but they just disappeared from my wardrobe.”


	Jude just sighed. “Its just not fair. There’s no justice in this world...”


	“No,” a voice rang out of nowhere, “There is only me.”


	“Did you just hear something?” Jude asked.


	“I believe it was him,” Piers pointed across the road to a figure robed in black holding what appeared to be a pole as tall as he was. The figure proceeded to stroll across the road, stopping in front of the two on the bench.


	“You will be telling me you still believe in the tooth fairy next,” intoned the figure.


	“Do I know you?” asked Jude.


	“I believe you do,” quipped Steve pulling back the hood, “Although all come to know me in the end.” He pushed a hidden button on the pole and a thin, curved blade shot out. 





					3.


	Now that the three of us were together there still remained the problem of finding something to do for the rest of the day. Initially there was some concern that perhaps I should be attending to ensuring that people were dying on schedule but I explained that I had underlings to look after such things while I was away. It looked like a straight choice between sitting in the bar watching the passers by and comparing the prices of everything in Costcutter. We were just about to put the matter to a vote when a young lady approached us.


	“Hi,” she said in an annoying American accent, “I’ve been asked to give you this message by the mighty chocolate machine. Its really important apparently,” she paused momentarily, “I’m Random American Woman by the way.”


	“Thanks,” I said accepting the message.


	“Don’t you remember me?” she continued, “We spoke in a chat room a few years back.”�


	“Errr... yes, of course,” I managed, while concentrating on reading the message, “But if you will excuse us this is something we have to deal with immediately.”


	“School’s been going well and I’ve got a new job at the corner store,” she explained regardless, “Say, you haven’t updated your webpage recently have you? I’ve been thinking maybe you could put a section in where you tell your life story. And then ...” But we were already gone.





	“Geez, she was irritating,” Jude cried after she was out of earshot, “That wasn’t Rebecca was it?”


	“Oh no,” I explained, “Rebecca's far too busy right now to be wasting her time visiting over here. If I remember correctly she has just been appointed Supreme Governor of the United Federation of Planets.”


	“So what is the message about that’s so important?”


	“According to this it seems our old enemy Lou Sea and her legions of Trendiness (tm) are about to invade again. The holy chocolate machine just wanted us to be on our guard and ready to repel any attack.”


	“What say we go look for them?” asked Piers, “Its got to be better than sitting around here. Plus,” he added, “I’m itching to test out some of this new Borg hardware.”


	“Are you Borg now then?” I asked.


	Piers looked puzzled at the question. “Just where did you think all this metal on my face had come from if not the Borg?”


	I shrugged. “I didn't like to ask. Where shall we start our search?”


	“How about the computer room?” said Piers, “I haven’t checked my email for at least 15 minutes.”


	“Seems as good a place to begin as any I suppose.”





						4.


	At this time of day the computer centre was packed with people who had nothing better to do (or claimed they didn’t anyway.) At first it seemed as if we would have to wait ages to use a machine but then I remembered I could just stop time when someone stood up to leave and hence effectively jump the queue. 


	Piers sighed. “Just the one. And that’s from the Borg demanding I give them a contribution toward the phone bill I ran up.”


	“Aren’t we supposed to be looking for Lou while we’re here?” asked Jude.


	“She is not here,” I pointed out, “I checked when we walked through the door.”


	“Then what are we doing still here?”


	“I should have thought that was quite obvious, we are checking our email. Say Mr Piers you don't have any special Borg implants which could detect our enemies do you? ”


	Piers froze for a moment, then pointed at a bloke sitting a few rows in front of us, “That one must be exterminated.”


	“So you DO have a Trendy-detector then?” put in Jude.


	“No,” said Piers, “But he’s looking at the Cast website so he must be quite sinister.”


	“We will follow him when he leaves, then corner him and see what he knows about the upcoming attack,” I suggested. The others nodded their agreement.


	


	Everything went according to plan for all of about four minutes. We managed to tail the bloke out of the computer centre and down Library Road. Unfortunately being a group consisting of a robed man with a scythe, a giant half man half robot and a woman with a dodgy 80’s hairdo and a Cher cast-off dress we were just slightly conspicuous. Half way down the road he realised we were following him and tried to run. 


	“Don’t worry I’ll stop him,” claimed Piers. And then proceeded to activate one of his specially modified Borg weapons. Which promptly launched a laser guided missile.


						*


	After the ground had stopped rocking back and forth underneath us we tried to stand and survey the destruction. Jude muttered something under her breath which I just about managed to catch.


	“I think it is a bit late to be telling us to duck now,” I pointed out.


	“I didn’t say ‘Duck’,” she retorted.


	As the smoke began to clear it became apparent that quite a lot of damage had been done. There was a great big hole in the middle of the road and the outside walls of buildings nearby had collapsed from the force of the blast. Debris was scattered across a wide area.


	“Did I get him? Did I get him?” enquired Piers.


	“It would be kind of hard to tell since the heat of the blast seems to have incinerated all the bodies,” Jude pointed out.


	“Actually I can tell you that you did get him.”


	“How do you know that?”


	“I think you will find that it is my job to know these things.”





						5.


	After all that excitement it was decided that we would retire to the Airport for a while to relax and lie low. Despite the fact it was only mid-afternoon the Airport was quite full. At least it seemed that way to the casual observer. In fact there was about the same number of people as always, it was just that Karen had seated herself in an area close to the bar and everyone else had crammed themselves in to the seats furthest away. After pushing through the crowd we found ourselves in a wide empty area between the crowd and Karen. The bar staff were resignedly drawing straws to see who had to be the one to go and collect all of Karen’s glasses (and point out, again, that she wasn’t supposed to be smoking.)


	“Why must people insist on keeping such a distance from her?” Jude asked to no-one in particular.


	“Indeed. I would have thought that a distance of only slightly greater than an arms length would have been perfectly sufficient.”


	Piers grinned. “Well, I’m not afraid of her anymore. I’m all machine now.”


	“You think that would save you?” asked Jude incredulously, “Didn’t you hear about why the Agriculture� department had to replace their mechanical bull?”


	As Piers was deciding that maybe it wasn’t such a good idea for him to go near Karen, she spotted us. She then promptly stood up too quickly, overbalanced and tumbled forwards over the table. Trying to co-ordinate her legs whilst upside down proved too much for her and all she succeeded in doing was kicking one of her shoes in to the face of the approaching glass collector. Finally she managed to get to her feet again and stagger across the room in a lopsided manner using the seats to hold her up. She paused a safe distance from us (that is we ensured that when she paused she was a safe distance from us.) The rest of the drinkers in the Airport suddenly remembered an urgent appointment elsewhere and scarpered. Some of them didn’t even finish their drinks.


	Karen leered at Jude and then attempted to say something. Unfortunately this piece of wisdom was spoiled by a loud belch in the middle of it so I wasn’t sure I’d heard correctly.


	“I am not sure I understand,” I turned to Jude, “I was not aware you had an interest in ornithology.” Karen then surveyed the other two of us. I wasn’t entirely sure I liked the glint in her eyes when she looked at my scythe.


	Before Jude had the chance to perhaps shed some additional light on Karen’s comment there was a shout from the stairs behind us.


	“There they are! They’re the ones who blew up half the department! Arrest them!” Following the shouter were two police officers. Things were beginning to look distinctly problematic... 


	One of the officers produced a pair of handcuffs and gestured for Jude to turn around so he could put them on her. This proved to be a fatal mistake.


	“Handcuffs - kinky!” cried Karen then jumped on the other policeman, “Give me a go too!”


	We took advantage of the distraction and bolted in the opposite direction. The first officer was torn between chasing his suspects and helping save his partner from Karen. Fortunately he chose the latter else Piers might have been tempted to try out more of his Borg hardware and we might not have had a Union anymore.





					6.


	“Where else could Lou be hiding?” Jude pondered, “She’s not in the Union or the Computer centre and if she was in any of the buildings by the library we’d have heard about it by now.”


	“Doesn’t that cover all of campus?”


	“No, not quite.”


	“But where else ... You don’t mean ...”


	I nodded and pointed toward a building outlined by the setting sun on the horizon, “The Hill.” In the distance there was a flash of lightning followed by a rumble of thunder.


	And so we started the long climb up The Hill. After a few hours we reached the point where the path passed the lake and here elected to stop for a rest. Making ourselves comfortable on a convenient bench we watched the flow of travellers to and from The Hill. It seemed there were a lot more going rather than coming. Suddenly our reverie was interrupted by the sound of splashing water. Leaping up we saw someone had fallen in the lake and was drowning.


	“Do something quick!” cried Jude.


	“Why us? I can’t do anything anyway, I weight far too much with all these implants. I’d just sink.”


	“And I can not interfere. It upsets things terribly if you go round rescuing people who are not supposed to be rescued.”


	“I’m not risking getting this dress wet! It might shrink!”


	“Or dissolve,” I added helpfully.


	“Do you hear something?” asked Piers, “Sounds to me like footsteps.”


	Footsteps they were too. Around the corner came a figure, they were rather distant but they appeared to be barefoot and wearing only a red bathing suit. Seeing the person in the lake they began to run. Well, they leaned forward as if they were running but they didn’t appear to be moving very quickly. We stood there for at least three minutes watching them ‘sprint’ towards us.


	“Do you think we ought to do something while we’re waiting?”


	“Correct me if I am wrong but that is Lorraine is it not?” I said pointing to the running figure.


	Jude squinted at the figure. “So it is. Maybe Gabby caught up to her.”


	Lorraine charged past us and leapt in to the lake. Slowly. She spent at least half a minute hanging in the air before she hit the water. 


	“I think the situation is well in hand, let us get moving again.”





	“This is useless,” exclaimed Piers, “We’ve been climbing for hours and we’re barely halfway up!”


	“I think I may have a solution,” I explained, “Think of it this way: regardless of how long this path is it is of finite length, yes? Then measured against the span of infinity it is very short indeed. Actually measured against the distance I will have to walk to complete the Duty at the end of eternity it does not even exist.”


	“Right, I see ... Which means what exactly?”


	“It means we are already there.” Which we were. The surroundings were now those of the buildings atop The Hill. 





						7.


	Having completed our trek to this, the last hiding place we could think of for the forces of Trendiness, we elected to proceed cautiously. With this in mind we walked through the main entrance, weapons drawn.


	To our surprise our nemesis Lou stood openly in the middle of the atrium with only one bodyguard. It appeared the two of them were having some form of altercation so we concealed ourselves around the corner.


	“Bitch!” screamed the bodyguard and stormed off.


	“It is such a pity evil dictators never bother to master people management skills.”


	We leapt out in to the room, “Stay right where you are Lou! You mad plans are at an end!”


	Lou just laughed. “Nonsense, I don’t need those lackeys, I shall conquer the world on my own.”


	“All by yourself? And just how will you manage that?” asked Jude.


	Lou paused then smiled. “I can tell you I suppose, there’s no way you could stop me.”


	“So tell us then.”


	“Tomorrow evening, shortly after EastEnders, I shall instantly hijack every TV station world-wide and place my image upon them.”


	“Sounds terrifying.”


	“I haven’t finished! Then I shall expose myself!”


	“Now that really is terrifying.”


	“Don’t you see? Once my enormity is known women world-wide will lose hope and kill themselves, leaving me the only woman! Then I have but to name my price!!”


	“Oh for a really good psychologist ... Well, I am afraid we can not let you try - there are children to think of.”


	“Ha! You cannot stop me!”


	“We’ll see about that,” said Piers as he powered up another Borg weapon. He took careful aim then hit a button and averted his eyes. ‘I’m sorry the use of this weapon has been cut off for non-payment of hardware bills. Apologies for any inconveniences caused.’ announced the weapon in electronic tones. Undeterred Piers pulled out his trusty phaser (now Borg updated no doubt) and opened fire with that.


	Lou seemed unaffected by the volley. “It is no good, her sheer trendiness is protecting her somehow. But fear not, I may have the answer.” From under my robes I produced what appeared to be the hilt of a sword.


	“Umm ... Steve, we hate to point this out at a moment like this but ... your sword has no blade!”


	“I’d like to see what you think you can achieve with that stump! Tell you what I’ll give you a unopposed strike,” Lou mocked holding her arms out to her sides. I took the opportunity and the hilt swung around in front of her. 


	There was a strange cracking sound as one of the stair support pillar collapsed behind Lou. She gave a look of puzzlement that changed to worry as I held the hilt up to the light to reveal a blade so incredibly thin (and sharp) that it was almost invisible. A slight tap to her forehead caused her entire torso to fall backwards off her legs. I stepped neatly to the side to avoid being splattered by a flying bit of gut. Lou lay on the floor, grasping in a futile manner where her hips had been, trying desperately to comprehend what had happened to her body. Jude took the opportunity to take one of her shoes off and hit Lou on the head with it.


	“Should we finish her?” asked Piers, “Put her out of her misery?”


	I held out my hand and a book appeared on it. It had Lou’s name printed on the spine. I turned to the last page. “No,” I said, “It says here Lou does not die for another 18 minutes. Another 18 pain soaked minutes.  And who are we to argue with destiny? Perhaps we could grant a small mercy though and at least move her legs to be within her reach.”





	Walking back down The Hill Piers turned to me and asked, “Just how sharp is that sword?”


	“Pardon,” I said feigning not to have heard.


	“I said, just how/sharp is/that sword?”


	“I think that answers your question.”


	Then Jude chipped in, “And that book with Lou’s life in it ... Do we all have one of those?”


	“Yes.”


	“So could you tell us what is going to happen to us in the future?”


	“No it is not allowed, although I can tell you that you will regret asking that question.”


	“Whyyyyy.......” yelped Jude as she suddenly went flying forward and rolled down the hill.


	“Because you were so concerned with the answer you did not see the fallen branch in your path.” I pulled a book out of the air and consulted it then added to Piers, “We should slow our pace and give her a moment or we are in danger of seeing something we ought not to.”





	Back up The Hill Lou finally expired, “I’m not bitter,” her final words.


�  It is true that regardless of which American you pick they will have spoken to you in a chat room at some point.


� There is no Agriculture department at Warwick now. The fact it had to close only shows the truth of the events presented here.








